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with him, and now she had redeemed it, for without it she couldn't
travel. Well, slic had taken mo in. Pierre was a fool; but what about
me? I had a hunch from the start that Norbert went to Nice. He
used to have his headquarters or operation bases in Nice. I rang
up the station. A train had left for Nice fifteen minutes after she left
the bar. She was a line actress. 1 couldn't help admiring her. But
I wished that I had taken her fifty francs.
Not even that moved Pierre. He went back to his hotel and
waited for the captain's marching orders. There were no orders.
When owning came they admitted they had been taken in. They
admitted other things, too. On Saturday Norbert had told them
that the captain had relented and the Stock Exchange man could go
too. So they paid him two thousand francs more. He said there was
a vacancy on the submarine: to them he had confessed it would be a
submarine. I take it as a compliment he didn't consider me as
great an idiot <is all that. So another Belgian was raked up and another
two thousand francs went to Norbert. They heartily agreed with
him not to tell me about it because my bossing and continual
questions were a bit too much. Now a very disconcerted Pierre
asked me what should they do.
"It's thanks to you he got away with it so well," I said. "You
remember 1 didn't want you to interfere, but the moment he saw
the sort of person you were he knew it would be child's play. Now
you've got it."
But I"had got it, too. Pierre and Albert went in the evening to
the captain's house. They waited for hours, but nobody came in
or went out of the house. When they returned they showed me
sharp knives they bought on their way up. They looked so solemn
with the knives sticking out of their pockets that I laughed. I was
having the time of my life.
"Do you know how to use knives?" 1 asked. They didn't but
their hearts were in the right place. I took the knives away from
them. It was safer. The entire Belgian assembly was present. They
killed the captain, shot him, knifed him and said I'd see the fate
that awaited him. Ilcft the bar but came back an hour later. I was
surprised to sec the captain leaning languidly against the bar and the
five Belgians listening to him with respect.
"The captain has explained everything," Pierre said. "It's owing
to the evacuation of Greece that there was no ship at our disposal."
"Oh, really," I said. I went up to the captain. "You're a captain?
You're a crook. Come along and we'll.discuss your rank at the
ErScht* The captain turned pale, then white with fear implored
me to do nothing rash before he'd talked to me. He trembled and